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Tuesday Dissapear 


Author's Notes: 
Set way way back in time, will eventually lead to massive amounts of pornography if | have things plotted out 


properly. 


No one knew where Davey went on Tuesdays. It was always Tuesdays. No band practice ever drew him away 
from whatever he was doing. Steve let it go, arranging things around Davey's schedule without a word. Paul 
shouted, as he tended to do, but Davey was stronger willed and wouldn't budge. 


Ade went along with it for a long time too, assuming he was seeing a girl and thinking no more of it. But he 
never saw them together, not in any pub or restaurant, and Davey never spoke of her. He bragged about the 
rest of his conquests, but never her. Dave always deflected questions, telling Adrian he didn't want to know and 
fuck off and physically pushing him when the questions got to be too much. 


So Adrian, in full on Sherlock Holmes mode, decided to surveil Davey's flat. It was a really expensive flat, much 
better than the rest of them could afford, scraping together pence between gigs and odd jobs. He knew where 
Davey came from and knew it wasn't his parents paying for things, unlike other people they knew. 


He stood across the road, watching the traffic outside the small building. Hours passed, as the sun went down, 
lights came on in the flat and curtains were drawn. He recognized a few of the other residents after watching 
their lives. No girls, and no one in Davey's flat. He was about to leave when the traffic started. First it was 
just a single car parked out front, and an overly bland man quickly rushed inside. Followed by another on foot, 
and one more off a bus. They all had the same style clothes, neutral coloured great jacket, dark shoes, proper 
hairstyles, nothing like the wildness of the bunch Adrian knew he normally hung out with. These blokes would 
look out of place at a rock concert, looking more like chartered accountants or junior directors of some 


faceless company. 


Adrian scratched his head as they kept coming. Must have been a dozen of them, all with quick darty eyes and 
light feet. Maybe Davey was selling drugs to stockbrokers. There were worse endeavors out there. Vague 

shapes moved behind the backlit curtains, not enough detail to make anything out in the flat. Adrian waited, and 
eventually the blokes all left in a steady trickle. Some back in private cars, a few heading for the tube. They all 


left. It was an hour long party without any loud music or raised voices. 


He was about to cross the street when he noticed the lights had gone off. He waited or Davey to emerge on 
the ground floor so they could talk. Adrian waited. And waited. By the moonlight peeking through the clouds he 
estimated it to be around Ilpm. Still early. Lastly the bedroom light went out. Dave had gone to bed at Ilpm. On 
a Tuesday. Adrian scratched at his chin and pondered what to do next. No one disturbed Davey on a Tuesday. 
It was an unwritten law. Leaving his friend to his secret for now, Adrian headed to a nearby pub. Eleven was 
much too early to sleep, especially when one got up at noon. He'd ask Davey about it tomorrow. Really ask him 


this time. 


By the time the blonde showed him her tits, he had forgotten all about Davey's litle party. 


Questions Rebuffed 


It was a few days before Adrian remembered he was going to ask Dave about Tuesdays. By that time, it had 
turned suddenly awkward. Every other time they had asked Davey always managed to escape giving an honest 
answer. That was probably what irked Adrian the most. Even if he had claimed he was playing bunko with the 
OAP ladies it would have been an answer, something to cling on to. 

Instead they had.. nothing. It didn't seem to bother anyone else. Not even Steve, who handled all their business 
stuff with Rod, who Adrian didn't really trust yet but seemed to be doing a bang up job. Things were just 
worked around, unlike Steve's own football games that he incessantly bitched about. 

"Fucking night game again. | told those fuckers that not all of us have nine to five jobs!" 

"Problems with the team again?" Adrian was waiting for everyone to show up to practice. He knew Steve told 


them 4pm so they would all be there before dark. Adrian still made it a point to be there by at least Spm, 


usually one of the first ones to arrive. 

"The bloody well booked a night game against Cromer when they know we're playing the Rainbow." 

Adrian shrugged. "Maybe they can sub in someone else for a night.” 

"All so these tossers don't have to punch out an hour early from work" 

Adrian grabbed his case and headed over to a small cluster of chairs, anywhere that wasn't directly in the 
path of Steve's venom. He tuned up and set his amp up, running through some basic scales to warm up. Davey 
wandered in with Clive in tow, laughing like larks and already drunk. One more thing that would piss off Steve. 
Adrian quickly lassoed Davey and pulled him aside. 

"Steve's got PMT today, so tone it down." 

"| heard that!" Steve bellowed from across the small hall. 

"Needs to get laid, anyone you can set him up with?" 

| heard that too Smith!" Steve was pointing at him now. "Watch yer fuckingk gob!" 

Adrian rolled his eyes and got Dave settled on some empty pallets while everyone sorted out their gear. Adrian 
was the only one tuned up and ready, even Steve having succumbed to ranting about his football club. H traded 
his guitar with Davey, choosing to let the inebriated man play his while he tuned up Davey's guitar. Davey 


played alright when he was pissed, but rushed through more basic things like making sure each string was in 
tune, often leaving then a little sharp. 


"So when are you going to invite me to your Tuesday parties?" 


Davey's fingers stumbled, but he caught it quickly. With big eyes and wide smile he said, "No idea what you're 
talking about" 


It was enough to deter most others, and it always knocked the girls (and a good portion of the blokes) off 
track. Not with Ade, who was really put out he wasn't included, or at least extended the opportunity. 


"What's with all the barker sorts in the topcoats? Looks like an insurer's meeting. That ain't your scene" 
Davey fluttered his eyes, a sure sign he was stalling for time. "They were up to see the next flat over.” 
"And ended up in yours, | could see them a bit, even with the curtains drawn’ 

Davey's eyes were suddenly sharp through the drink, focusing on Adrian "What did you see?" he whispered 
Worry creased the corners of the big blue eyes. "Nothing really. Shadows" 

Davey smiled in relief. "That's because there was nothing" 

Adrian only raised an eyebrow as Dave went back to strumming, He couldn't believe the little rotter had just 
tuned him out again. Unfortunately, Clive had fallen off his throne and caused a bit of a commotion as Steve 
pulled him up by the hair. Drumsticks went flying as the struggling musicians took their frustrations out on 


each other. 


"Nothing, eh?" Adrian plucked at his own strings, ignoring the headlock Steve was putting on Clive. "Didn't look 
like nothing," he said under his breath. 


"Beg pardon?" Dave asked sweetly. Adrian just shook his head, trying to work out what to do next. Being blunt 
hadn't worked, but stealth seemed to be getting him all the information he wanted. 


Tuesday Afternoon 


Tuesday came around again and Adrian had his plan thought out. He had borrowed some business wear from a 
cousin who was ecstatic that he interviewing for a ‘proper’ job. Adrian tried not to roll his eyes throughout 
the overly-long meet up. He had looked at coats at the Oxfam shop and decided on new guitar strings instead. 
He greased back his hair and tied it into a tight ponytail, drawing the line at actually cutting it. It looked short 
enough like this, and would pass a quick glance. Inquiries made around the pubs hadn't yielded much information 
All the places Adrian frequented had a different sort of crowd. Not even the bathroom stalls had any sort of 
scribbled clues, Adrian got a few numbers for girls from the walls but very little information about Davey. He 
didn't dare step into any of the posher clubs, not this early on anyway. He'd never survive without some 
serious prep and backup. If it came to that, so be it, but for now he was just going to try and blend in, hide in 


a corner, and see what happened. 


If he was quiet enough Davey might not even see him through the crowd. It was risky, but without trying to 
climb up the drainpipe and look in the window there was no other way. He hadn't climbed up any drains since he 
was a teenager and didn't relish starting again. His current jeans were nice, and he was trying to make them 
last now that he'd stopped growing out of them. 


He sat on the half wall opposite Davey's flat, watching traffic and people pass by. Adrian pulled the wool 
tighter around him, used to the protection of leather. Time seemed to drag as he watched the way people 
hustled about, each going their separate ways in the rush hour confusion A few of the square started 
heading up to Davey's flat. Adrian waited until there was a good number there, feeling uncertain now about 


trying to pass off as one of them. His hair itched from the Brylcreem and the coat smelled like cat piss. 


When his patience ran out, Adrian crossed the street and made his way up the familiar stairs, wringing his 
hands with nerves. He knocked quietly on the door like the other partiers had done, surprised when it was 
opened and a masked man answered. 


"You ‘ere for The Face?" 


"Uhhh... yeah." Adrian tried to look around the bouncer, for lack of a better word, and couldn't see much. The 
guy filled the doorway and kept the door open only enough to conduct business. 


"Ten quid" 


Adrian's eyes bugged out of his head. Ten quid? Just to get into his friend's flat? That was all of his money 
for the week until they played on Saturday and Rod split up their take at the end of the night. Adrian dug 
around in the pockets of his borrowed coat before finally dipping into his own wallet, handing over a very sour 
ten pound note. 


"Where's yer mask?" Adrian just looked at him, and around him again to the milling crowd. "Fucks sake, you new 


blokes." He trailed off, pulling a fiver from the pile of folded bills. "Go down to the chemist and get a mask and 


come back." 


The door was promptly shut on Adrian's nose. With five pounds in his pocket, he marched back down the stairs 
and to the cornershop, praying they had some sort of mask or paper bag he could put over his head. He 
hadn't seen much beyond the door, but apparently you couldn't even get in without one. 


Adrian scratched at his scalp as he browsed. There was a small sections of party hats and poppers, a cheap 
paper mask hung from a peg with the rest of the trinkets and he grabbed it, snapping the elastic as he cashed 
out. He stashed the change in his pocket; it would be enough to buy cigarettes later. 


Still confused about the mask requirement he went back up the stairs and knocked again, holding up the royal 
blue paper to the bouncer. "Aye, put it on and get in 


The paper scratched at his nose and the eyeholes block a lot of his vision, obscuring anything out to the sides. 
It was going to be more difficult than he planned to stay unseen. A hand grabbed his bicep and pulled. 


"There are rules you punks should know" The bouncer breathed into his ear and knocked at his ponytail. "One, 
don't touch The Face, ever. Two, don't talk to The Face. Ever. Three," he paused and pulled on Adrian's hair 
again. "Don't bring the rest of your dim friends. This ain't for your type.” 


Adrian pulled his arm back sharply. He was more Davey's sort than these wankers were. He inched along the 
back wall of Davey's flat, never having it be so full of people before, but yet so quiet. Some of the partiers 
had taken their coats off, some had not. Adrian scratched at his scalp again. He couldn't see Dave anywhere, 
the long blonde hair would stand out in this crowd. Maybe he just rented his flat out or something, there had 


to be an easy answer to this. 


Without anyone to talk to - no one was talking - he flipped through Davey's familiar record collection. The 
Hendrix album he's just bought lie prominently at the front. Adrian scoured through the sleeves, finding 
nothing new and frowning when he saw the radio was set to the Third Programme. Obviously not Davey's 
choice. But then again, there was a flat full of strangers in his house, not talking and not looking at each other. 


And not drinking. What kind of party didn't involve beer, or at least some wine? 


He heard the deadbolt slide shut at the front door and saw the bouncer disappear down the darkened hallway 
that lead to the two bedrooms and bathroom. He quickly came back and turned down the radio. People started 
shucking their coats, draping them over any surface they could find. Adrian melted into the wall, wrapping the 
wool tighter around himself despite the rising heat in the flat. 


Davey paused at the end of the hallway, looking out quietly into the crowd. The bouncer scurried around again 
and stood beside Davey. "Attention, attention please." Everyone was already looking at Davey, but their 
attention quickly turned back to the bouncer. "May | present to you... The Face." 


Davey smiled a little and used his big blue eyes on the crowd. Adrian tried to make eye contact with Davey, 
but he just glanced right over. He didn't dare lift the mask, god only knows who was actually here in the room. 


Slowly, Davey made his way to the center of the room as the crowd parted around him. He was shirtless, his 
worn jeans clinging to his hips with a heavy leather belt tight around his waist. His hair covered part of his 
face giving him an air of mystery. The crowd closed around as Davey fell to his knees, the circle of bodies 
obscuring Adrian's view. 


Adrian hung against the wall, suddenly not wanting to see what was happening in the middle of the circle. There 
were a few like him, hanging on the periphery like vultures, just waiting for the end. The first moan to reach 
his ears got him off the wall. Using this small frame to an advantage, he slid in under shoulders and elbows 


and quickly wish he hadn't entered Davey's flat. 


He turned and ran, vomit rising in his throat as he pushed people out of his way and fought with the door. He 
didn't stop running until he had gotten to his own flat, locked the door, and locked himself in the bath. Hot 
water splashed on his face, not hot enough to burn out the vision in his memory, the half a second of disgust 
and confusion that seemed too large to have only been a glance. His stomach heaved again, pushing out the last 
of his half digested super into the basin. His brain tried to tell him it wasn't real, tried to say it was a mistake 


but then it kept showing him the same image of Davey kneeling on the floor, tongue out and face covered in.. 


More vomit made its way up, the sick yellow/green of emptiness. He didn't understand how Davey could let 
other men do that to him, or how he'd kept on doing it all this time. There were a lot of things going on in 


Adrian's spinning head and not many of them were good. 


